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1799, in Grafton-ftreet, Picca lily. 


——  —— — — — 


the 73d year of his age, at 


PiccaGily, the Right Hon- 
nourable RICHARD HOWE, Eart 


Clenawley, in Ireland, His Lordſhip 
luceeded his brother, George Augultus, 
late Viſcount, July 5, 1758. 

In the year 1946 he was made Cap- 
tain in che Royal Navy, in 1770 a 
Rear-Admiral, ia 1776 a V.ce-Admiral, 


+ General of his Majeſty's Marine Forces; 
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Scu Neptune now appears; 


Glorious day! Britain's boaſt, 
Gallia's ſcourge and dread ; 

Far, ſince that great immortal day, 
France never rear'd her head: 

in 1782 a full Admiral of the White, ner beaten navy ſhe does (ii! deplore, 

and in 1796 Admiral of the Fleet, and | While thy fame ſounds from ſhore to ſhore. 


N Monday morning qied, in VV ith low and melancholy mein, 


his houſe, in Grafton - ſtreet, Elis checks are ſicklied with the, ſcene, 
His tice bedew'd with tears: 


. | his Lordſhip was created An Wat for his 4 Far diſtant on the wings of Fame, 
eminent ſervices in the year 1788, and Thy gallant actions ſpread ; 

KEE inveſted with the order of the gar- Þ 2 8 . 

e 4 In Hiſtory's ever living page, 


Thy memory ſhall live: 
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His Lordihip dying without male 
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Earldom and Viſcounty become extinct ; 
his daughters and their raale heirs claim 
the Englth Barony. 

Hig atchievements, while comman- 
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As mortal virtuc muſt; 
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er of our deets, particularly on tlie nu. triumphs o'er the ting of Death, 
Wa it of June, reflects the higheſt honour & Tbe victory of duſt: 
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memory to every Briton, 
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An ELEGY, 
* —— 
ALAS! Britannia weeping cry'd, 
Brave Howe is now vo _ 
* "His gallant foul has wing'd its flighr, 
E s To dlifs for evermore ! | 
"ot The pallid tyrant, to our ſorrows blied, 
; 1 Has Hole the braveſt of the human kind. 
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W Oh 1 — Death conld nought allauge 
_ The terrors of thy ſheill, 1 
Or deprecate thy ruthleſa rage, 
Ie If fore-doom'd to practice dezdly arts, 
And ay the _ 15 88 8 e 
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Let our naval ſons of worth, 
Their fallen mate deplore ; 
And bid her Geouis boaſt his bit th. 
And weep that he's no more 

And while they, in ſympathy, his loſs bewail, 
Let each, in valour, ſeek a rival fame, 


Jon his character; and mult endear his & Attending angels mitigate his pains, 
5 And draw his ſpirit from the flaccid veins. 


Tis not for us the paths to ſcan, | 
That guides us to the tomb ; 
im | tis fruitleſs ire, for impious man, 
N To murmur at his doom: Fi 
Howe, having done his duty here below, 
His ſoals now entered. on the realms above. || 
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On the much Lamented Death 1 the Gallant 


ord HOWE. 


Admiral of the Fleet and General of the Marine Forces 


Who departed this Life on Monday, Auguſt 5, 


and Viſcount Howe, of Longar, in Nor- While Britiſh tars his heroic deeds recount, 
tinghamſhire, Viſcount Howe, and Baron b The glorioves fi of Juue ſnms up the amount. 


iſſue, his Iriſh honours deſcendato his | While Bricſh tars ride maſters of the deep, 
brother Sir William Howe; the Engziiſh Kier gallant cars ſtadb at thy mem'ry weep, 


Whei mortal worth refigns his bend. 
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; And weep that he's no more | 
ALAS! Brink tannia weeping cry d,” 


Brave Howe js now vo more, 
His gallant foul bas wing'd its fiighs, 
To dliſs for evermore ! 


Aud while they, in iz mpathy, his loſs bewail, 
Let each, in valovr, ſeek a rival fame, 


'Tiz not for us the paths to ſenn, 
The pallid tyrant, to our for;ows bliod, 


|; * That guides us to the tomb: 
Has Nele the braveſt of the human kind. g 


| "Tis fruitleſs ire, for impious man, 
Oh! erucl Death could nought aſſauge 5 To murmur at his doom: L 
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And ſton the pulſes of unwortby hearts. 
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